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SYNOPSIS.

c\um- Weandall | found murderedain

ro1. houss near New York. Mrs, Wran.
dall uumruomrl from the oity and ldens
tifles the bod Tauu woman who so-
vompanied \\rnndnl 10 lhn Inn and msu
ntqlumlr dinappearad, wuspectad,
Wrandall, 1t n-peau had l-d o _gay lige
and negieeted hinm wire. Mra. randall
#tarts back for New York In an auto dur-
Ing & blinding snow storm. On ths wa

b}: meets n young woman In tihe rom
% L pmvn to be the woman who killed

randall,

CHAPTER Il.—Continued.

“There was nothing left for ma to
do but that"

“And why did you rob him?*

“Ah, I had ample time to think of all
that. You may tell the officers they
will find everything hidden in that
farmhouse cellar. God knows 1 do not
want them, 1 am not a thlef. I'm not
%0 bad as that.”

Mrs, Wrandall marveled, “Not &0
bad as that!" And she was a murder-
“88, & wanton)

“You are hungry. You musat be fam-
tshed.”

‘No, 1 am not hungry. | have not
thought of fool.” She said it in such

“a"way that the other knew what her

whole mind had been glven over to
€ince the night before,

A fresh impulse selzed her. “You
shall bave food and a place where you
c¢an sleep—and rest,” she sald. "Now
please don't say anything more, [ do
not want to know too much. The least
vou say tonight, the better for—for
both of us.”

With that she devoted all of her at-
tention to the ocur, Increasing the
upeed considerably, Far ahead she
could see twinkling, will-othe-wisp
lighte, the first signs of thickly popu-
lated districts. They were still eight
or ten miles from the outskirts of the
¢ity and the way was arduous, B8he
was conscious of a sudden feeling of
fatlgue. The ohill of the night geemed
%0 have made [tself felt with abrupt.
almost stupelying force. B8Bhe won-
dered If she could keep her atrength,
her courage—her nerves.

The girl was English. Mrs. Wran-
dall was convinced of the fact, almost
immediately. Unmistakably English
and apparently of the cultivated type.
In fact, the peculiarities of speech
that determines the London show-girl
or music-hall character were wholly
larking. Her volee, her manner, even
under such trylog conditions, were
characteristic of the English woman
of cultivation. Despite the dreadful
strain under which ghe labored, there
were evidences of that curious se-
renity which marks the English wom-
an of the better classes: an Inborn
composure, a calm orderliness of the
emotlons. Mrs, Wranodall was con-
dclous of & sense of surprise, of &
wonder that increased as her thoughts
resolved themselves into something
lesa chaotic than they were at the time
of contaet with this visible condition.

For a mile or more she sent the car
along with reckless disregard for com-
fort or eafety, Her mind was groping
for something tangible In the way ofy
Intentions. What was she to do with
this creature? What was to become
of her? At what street corner should
ghe turn her adrift? The idea of
handing her over to the police did
not enter her thoughts for an Instant
Somehow she felt that the girl was
a gtranger to the elty. She could not
explain the feeling, yet it was with
her and very persistent. Of course,
there was & home of some sort, or
lodgings, or friends, but would he girl
dare show herselfl in familiar haunts?

She found herself wondering why
the poor wretch had not made way
with herself. Escape seemod out of
the question. That must have been
clear to her from the baginning, else
why was she going back there to flw
Berself up? What better way out of
It than self-destruction. Shoe would
advise the girl to l#ave the car when
they reached the center of a certaln
bridge that spanved the river! No one
would find her.

Even as the thought took shape In
her mind, she experienced a great
sense of awe, 0 overwhelming that
she cried out with the horror of it
She turned her head for a quick glance
at the mute, wrelched face showlng
white above the robe, and her heart
ached with sudden pity for her. The
thought of that slender, alive thing
going down to the ley waters—her
soul turned sick with the dread of it!

In that instant, Sara Wrandall—no
philanthropist, no sentimentalist—
wmade up her mind to glve this erring
one more than an even chance for sal-
vation, She would see her safely
across that bridge and many others.
God had directed the footsteps of this
girl so that she should fall in with
the one best qualified to pass judg-
ment on her. It was in that person’s
power to save her or deatroy her, The
commandment, “Thou shalt not kill,”
took on & broader moaning as she con-
gidered the power that was hers; the
power to kill,

A great relaxation eame over Bara
Wrandall. It was as If every nerve,
every muscle in her body had reached
the snapping ‘point and suddenly had
given way. For o moment her hands
were weak and powerless; her head
fell tm.nd. In an iInstant she
conquered — but only partially—the
strange feeling of lassitude. Then abe
reallzed how tired she was, how flerce
1y the stralp had told on her body and
brain, how much she had really suf-
fered.

Hear blurred eyes turned once more
for & look at the girl, who sat thers,

as she had been sitting for miles,
white face standing out with al-

, mmm clearness, and as rigid

“They eend them to the eleotric
chalr—sometimes,” sald Mra. Wran-
dall.

There was a long sllenca botween
them, broken fmally by the girl

“You have been very kind to me,
madam, | have no means of express-
Ing my gratitude. I can only say that
I shall bless you to my dylng bour.
May I trouble you to set me down at
the bridge? | remember crossing one.
I shall be able to—"

“No!" cried Mrs, Wrandall shrilly,
divining the other's Intentlon at once.
“You shall not do that. I, too, thought
of that ns & way out of It for you,
but-—no, It must not be that. Give me
a fow minutes to think. I will find a
'"'n

The girl turned toward her.
eyes were burning.

“Do you mean that you will help
me to get away?' she cried, slowly,
incredulously.

“Let me think!"

“You will lay yourself liable—"

“Let me think, I say.”

“But 1 mean to surrender myself
'o_.f

“An hour ago you meant to do it,
but what were you thinking of ten
minutes ago? Not surrender, You
were thinking of the bridge. Listen to
me now: I am sure that [ can save
you. 1 do not know all the—all the
clreumstances connected with your as-
soclation with—with that man back
there at the inn. Twenty-four hours
passed before they were able to lden-
tify him. It e not unlikely that to-
morrow may put them in possession of
the name of the woman who went
with him to that place. Thoy do not
know It tonlght, of that T am positive,
You coverad your trall too well. But
you must have been seen with him
during the day or the night—"

The other broke (n eagerly: “1
don't belleve any one knows that I—
that 1 went out there with him. He
arranged It very-—carefully. Oh, what
& beast he was!" The bitterness of
that wall caused the woman beside her
to ery out as If hurt by a sbarp, &l
most unbearable pain. For an Instant
she sgemed about to lose control of
heraelf. The car swerved and came
dangerously near leaving the road.

A full minute passed before she
could trust hersel?! to speak. Then
it was with a deep hoarseness in her
volce,

“You can tell me about it laler on,
not now. 1 don‘t want to hear it. Tell
me, where do you llve?

The girl's manner changed so abso-
lutely that there could be but one in-
fereénce, she was acutely susplclous.
Her lips tightened and her Mgure
seemed to stiffen in the seat,

“Where do you live?" repeated the
other sharply.

“Why should I tell you that?
not know you. You—"

“You are afrald of me?"

"Oh, 1 don't know what to say, or
what to do,”" enme from the lips of the
hunted one. “I have no friends, no
one to turn to, ne one to help me.
You-—~you can‘'t be so heartless as to
lead me on and then givesme up to—
God help me, I—1 should not be made
to suffer for what I have done. If you

Her

1 do

only knew the clroumstances. 1f you
only knew-—"
“8Stop!"” erled the other, in agony.

The girl was bewildered. “You are
s0 strange. 1 don't understand—"

“Wa have but two or three miles to
go," Interrupted Mrs, Wrandall, "“"We
must think hard and—rapldly. Are
you willing to come with mo to my
hotel? You will bo safe there for the
present. Tomorrow we can plan some-
thing for the future."

“If 1 can only find a place to rest
for a little while,” began the other.

“1 shall be busy all day, you will not
be disturbed. But leave the rest to
me. | shall find a way.”

It was nearly three o'clock when
she brought the car to a stop in front

She Sank to the Floer In a Heap.

of a small, exclusive hotel not far
from Central park. The street was
dark and the vestibule was but dimly
lighted. No attendant was In sight.

“Sllp Into this,” commanded Mre,
Wrandall, beginning to divest herself
of her own fur coat. "It will cover
your muddy garments. ! am quite
warmly dressed. Don't worry. BHe
quick. For the time being you are my
guest here. You will not be ques-
tloned. No one need know who you
are, It will not matter if you look dia-
tressed. You have just heard of the
dreadful thing that has happened to
me. You—"

"Happened Lo you?" cried the girl,
drnrln; the coat about her.

‘
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Please try to remember that it is |
who am suffering, not you.”

A sleepy night watchman took them
wp In the elevator. He was not even
interested. Mrs. Wrandall did not
speak, but leaned rather heavily on
the arm «f her companion. The door
had no suvemer closed behind them
when the girl nllapsed, She sank to
the floor in a heap.

“Get up!” commanded her hostess
sharply. This was wot the time for
woft, persuasive words, "Get up at
once. You are young and strong. Yon
must show the atuff you are made of
now If you ever mean to show It. 1
cannot help you if you quall.”

The girl looked up piteously, and
then struggled to her feet. She stood
before her protectress, weaving lke
a frall read In the wind, pallld to the
lips.

“l beg your pardon, o she murmured.
“l will not glve way llke that again.
I dare say | am faint, I have had no
food, no rest—but never mind that
now. Tell me what I am to do. 1 will
try to obey."”

“First of all, get out of those muddy,
frozen things you have on."”

Mrs, Wrandall herself moved stiffly
and with unsteady |imbs as she began
to remove her own outer garments.
The girl mechanically followed her ex:

ample. She was a pitiable object in
the strong light of the electrolier
Muddy from head to foot, water-

dtained and Dbedraggled, her face
streaked with dirt, she was the most
unattractive creature one could well
imagine.

These women, so strangely. thrown
together by Fate, maintained an un-
broken sllence during the long, fumb-
ling process of partial disrobing. They
scarcely looked at one another, and

vet thoy were acutely conscious of the
interest sach felt In the other. The
grateful warmth of the room, the ab- |
rupt transition from gloom and cheer-
lessness to comfortable obscurity, had |
a more pronounced effect on the
stranger than on her hostess. ‘

“It 1s good to fee] warm once mora,’” |
she sald, an odd timidness in her man-
per. “You are very good to me." |

They were sitting in Mrs. Wran-
dall's bedchanfber, just off the little
elttingroom. Three or four trunks
stood against the walls,

“I dismissed my mald on landing
She robbed me,” said Mrs. Wrandall,
voleing the relief that was uppermost
in her mind. She opened a closet
door and took out a thick elder-down
robe, which she tossed across a chalr.
“Now call up the office and say that
you are speaking for me. Say to them
that I must have something to eat,
no matter what the hour may be. |
will get out some clean underwear for
you, and— Oh, yes; if they ask about |
me, gay that 1 am cold and {1l. That
is sufficient. Here s the bath. Please
be as quick about it as possible.”

Moving as If in a dream, the girl |
did as she was 10ld. Twenty minutes
later there wias a knock at the door.
A walter appeared with a tray and |
gervice table. He found Mrs. Wran- |
dall Iying back in a chair, attended
by a slender young wéman in a plnk
sider-dlown dressinggown, who gave
hesitating directions to him. Then he |
was dismissed with a handsome tip,
pruduced by the same young woman. |

“You nre not to return for these
things,” she sald asa he went out, I

In gilonce she ate and drank, her
hostess looking on with gloomy lnler-]
est; It was no shock to Mre. Wran
dall to fin 1 that the girl, who was no
more than twenty-two or three, pos
gsessed unusual beauty, Her great eyes
were blue—the lovely Irish blue—her
skin was fair and smooth, her fea-
tures regular and of the delicate mold
that defines the well-bred gentlewom:-
an at a glance. Her halr, now In or-
der, wae dark and thick and lay softly
about her 'small ears and neck. She
was not surprised, I repeat, for she
had never known Challis Wrandall to
show interest In any but the most
attractive of her sex. She found her
self amiling bitterly as she looked.

But who may know the thoughta of
the other occupant of that little sit-
tingroom? Who can put herself in
the place of that despalriug, hunted
creature who knew that blood was on
the hands with which she ate, and
whose eyes were filled with visions of
the desth-chair?

So great was her fatigue that long
befors she fnished the menl her Ured
lids Yegan to droop, her head to nod
In spaFmodic surrenders to an over
poweriig deslre for sisep. Suddenly
she dropped the fork from her fingers
and sank back In the comfortable
chalr, her head resticg against the
saft, upholstered back. Her lids fell,
her hands dropped to the arms of the
cha/r. A fine line appeared between
her dark eyebrows—indicative of pain.

For many minutes Sara Wrandall
watched the haggardness deepen In
the face of the unconseclous sleeper.
Then, even as she wondered at the
act, she went over and took up one of
the sllm hands in her own. The hand
of an aristocrat! It lay limp in hers,
and helpless. Long, tapering fingors
and dolicately pink with the return of
warmth,

Housing herself from the mute con-
templation of her charge, she shook
the girl's shoulder. lnstantiy she was
awake and staring, alarm In her dazed,
bawlldered eyes,

“You must go < bed,” sald Mrs.
Wrandall quletly “Don't be afrald.
No one will think of coming here."”

The girl rose. As she stood before
her benefactress, she heard her mur-
mur as if from afar-off: “Just about
your size mnd figure,” and wondered
not a little,

"!onmllonmo. I have many
you will not be dis

oft_your clothes

| lips.

1ihood that ehe was not the only one

“If 1 feel like lying down, I shall
He there beside you."

The girl starad. “Lie beside me?

“Yes. Oh, I am pot afrald of you,
child. You are not a monster. You
are just a poor, tired—-"

“Oh, pleaso don't! Please!" erled
the other, tears rushing to her eyes.
She ratsed Mys. Wrandall's hand to
her lips and covered It with kisses,

Long after she went to aleep, Sara
Wrandall stood bealde the bed, look:
Ing down at the palnstricken face,
and risd o gplve the problem that
suddenly nafl become a part af ber
rary existemce,

“It Is not friendehip,” she argued,
flarcely. “It ls not charity, it {a not
humanity. It's the debt 1 owe, that's
all. She did the thing for me that 1
could not have done myself because
I loved him. 1 owe her somelhing for
that."

Later on she turnad Iu-r attention
to the trunks, Her decision was made.

“The Black Pile
Plle Is Yours!”

la Mine, the Gay

. With ruthless hands she dragged gown

after gown from the “lonovations” and
cast them over chalrs, on the floor,
across the foot of the bed; smart
things from Paris and Vienna; ball
gowns, tean gowns, lingeris, blouses,
hata, gloves and all of the countless
things that A& woman of fashion and
meang Indulges herself in when she
goes abroad for that purpose and no
other to #peak of. From the closets she
drew forth New York “tallorsuits” and
other garments.

Until long after six o'clock she
busied herself over this huge plle of
costly ralment, portions of which she
had worn but once or twies, some not
at all, selecting certaln dresses, hats,
aslockings, ete., each of which she lald
carelessly aslde; an imposing pile of
many hues, all bright and gay and glit-
tering. In another heap she laid the
somber things of black, a meagor ns-
sortment as compared to the other,

‘Then she stood back and surveyed
the two heaps with tired eyes, a curi-
ous, almost scornful smile on her
“There!™ she sald with a sigh.
“The blnck pile is mine, the gay pile
Is yours,” she went on, turning toward
the sleeping girl. “What a travesty!”

Then ghe gathered up the soiled gar-
ments her charge had worn and cast
them Into the hottom of a trunk, which
she locked. Laying out a carefully se-
lected nssortment of her own garments
for the girl's use when she arose, Mrs.
Wrandall sat down beslde the bed and
walted, knowing that sleep would not
come to her,

CHAPTER 111,

Hetty Castleton,
At half past slx sha went to the tele-
phone and called for the morning
newspapers, At the same tlme she

neked that a couple of district messen-
ger boys be sent to her room with the |
least possible delay. The hushed,
scared volee of the ielephone girl -
downsgtairs convineed her that news
of the trugedy was abroad; she could
imagine the girl looking at the head-
lines with awed eyves even na she re-.
gpondnd to the call from room 416, .
and her shudder as she reallzed that;

it was the wife of the dead man speak- ‘

Ing.

One of the night clerks, pale and
agitated, came up with the papers
Without as much as a glance at the
headlines, she tosged the papers on
the table. "I have sent for two mes-
senger boys. It Is too early to ac
complish much by telephone, 1 fear.
WILl you be so kind as to telephione at
seven o'clock or a little after to my
apartment?—You will find the number
under Mr. Wrandall's name. Please
inform the hutler or his wife that they
may expeot me by ten o'clock, and
that [ shiall bring a friend with me—a
young iady. Kindly have my motor
sent to Haffner's gurage, and looked
after. When the réporters come, as
they will, please say,to them that I
will #see them at my own home at
elaven o'clock.”

The clerk, considerably relleved,
took his departure in some haste, and
she was left with the morning papers,
sach of which she scanned rapldly
The detalls, of course, were meager.
Thero was & double-leaded pecount of
her visit to the lnn and her extraor-
dinary return to the elty., Her chlet
interest, however, did not rest In
these particulars, but in the speculs
tions of the authorities as to the iden-
tity of the mysterious woman—and
her whereabouts, There was the Hke-

who had encountered the girl on the
highway or in the nelghborhood of the
Inn, So far as ghe could glean from
the reports, however, no one had seen
the girl, nor waa there the slightest
p.lnl offered as to her identity, The |

Mmmamm:__

reading the story with no llttle inter-
est. The only new feature in the case,
therefore, was the Ildentification of
Challls Wrandall by his “benutiful
wife,” and the sensational manner in
which It had been brought' about.
With conalderable Interest she noted
the hour that these dlspatches had
been receilved from ‘“special corre-
spondents,"” and wondered whers the
shrowd, lynx-eyed reporters napped
while she was at the inn. All of the
dispatchen were timed thres o'clock
and each paper characterized its lssue
as an “Extra,” with Challls Wrandall's
aume in hnge ‘ype across as many
columns as the Qignity of the sheet
permitted,

Not a . word of the girl!
mystery!

Mrs. Wrandall returned to her post
beside the bed of the sleeper In the
adjoining room. Deliberately dhe
placed the newspaper on a chalr near
the girl's pillow, and then roised the
window shades to let In the hard gray
lighi of early momn.

It was not her present Intention to
arousa the wan etranger, who slept as
one dead. So gentle was her breath-
ing that the watcher stared In some
Tear at the falr, smooth breast that
seprmed scarcely to rise and fall. For
a long time she stood bealde the bed,
looking down at the face of the sleap-
er, 4 troubled expression in her eyes,

“I wonder how many times you were
seen with him, and where, and by
whom,” were the questions that ran in
a #ingle strain through her mind.
“Where do you come from? Where
did you meet him? Who I8 there that
knows of your acqualntance with
him1"

Her lawyor came in great haste mnd
perturbation at eight o'clock, in re-
gponse to the letter delivered by one
of the messengers. A second letter had
gone by lHke me‘-uu to her husband's
brother, Leslle randall, Instructing
him to break the news to his father
and mother and to come to her apart-
ment ufter he had attended to the re-
moval of tha body to the family home
pear Washington square. She made it
quite plain that she did not want Chal-
Iis Wrandall's body to lla under the
roof that sheltered her.

His family had resented thelr mar-
riage. Father, mother and sister had
objected to her from the beginning,
not because she was unworthy, but be-
cause her tradespeople ancestry was
not so remote as hils. She found a
curious sense of pleasure in returning
to them the thing they prized so high-
ly and surrendered to her with such
bitterness of heart. She had not bean
good enough for him; that was their
attitude, Now she was returnlng him
to them, as one would return an article
that had been tested and found to be
worthless. She would have oo more
of him!

Carroll,
of vast experience, was not surprised
to find her gquite calm and remsonable.
He lind come to know her very well
in the past few years.
her father's lawyer up to the time of
thuat excellent tradesman’s demise, and
he had settled the estate with such un-
ustnl dispateh that the helrs—there
were many of them—regarded him as
an admirnble porson and—kept him
busy ever afterward straigtening out
thelr own affairs, Which goes 1o prove

Absolute

that policy |s often better than hon-
asLy,
"l quite understand, my dear, that

while it I8 a dreadful shock to you,
you are perfectly reconeciled to the—
er—to the—well, I might say the cul-
mination of his troubles,” sald Mr.
Carroll tactfully, after she had re-
Intad for his benefit the story of the
night's adventure, with reservation

concerning the girl who slumbered In
the room beyond.
“Hardly that,

Mr. Carroll. Resigned,

her lawyer, un elderly man |

He had been |

I can't say that I am recon-

perhaps

clled, All my life I shall feel that I
have been cheated,” she sald,

He looked up sharply, Something in
her tone puzzied him, “Cheated, my
dearT Oh, | see, Cheated out of yeara
and years of happiness. 1 ses.”

8he bowed her head. Neither spoke
for a full minute,

“It's a horrible thing to say, Sata,
but this tragedy does away with an-
other and perhaps more unpleasant al-
ternative; the divorce I have been
urging you to conslder for so long."

“Yen, wo are spared all that" she
sald. Then she met hin gaze with &
#udden flash of anger In her eyes, “But
I would not have divorced him-—never.
You understood that, didn’t you?

"You couldn’t have gone on for ever,
my dear child, enduring the—""

Hhe stopped him with a sharp excla-
mation. “Why discuss It now? Let
the past take care of ltself, Mr. Car-
roll. The past came to an end night
‘before last, so far ax 1 am concerned. 1
want advice for the future, not for the
D“Lo.

He drew back, hurt by her manner.
She was quick to eee that she had of-
fended him.

“1 beg your pardon, my best of
frionds,” she cried earnestly,

He smiled. “If you will take prea-
ent advice, Sarn, you will let go of
yvourselt for a spell and see if tears
won't relleve the tenslon under—"

“Tears!" she eried, "Why should 1
give way to tears? What have I to
weep for? That man up there in the
country? The cold, dead thing that
spent Ita last llving moments without
a thought of love for me? Ah, no, my
friend: I shed all my tears while he
was allve, There are none left to be
shed for him now. He exacted his
full share of them. It was his pleas-
ure to wring them from me because
he knew I loved him. She leaned for-
ward and spoke slowly, distinetly, so
that he would never forget the words.
“But Heten to me, Mr. Carroll, You
also know that 1 loved him. Can you
believe me when | say to you that I
hate that dead thing up there In Bur;
ton's Inn 48 no one ever hated before?
Can you understand what I mean? 1|
hate that dead body, Mr, Carroll. I
loved the Hfe that was in it It was
the life of him that I loved, the warm,
appealing life of him. It has gone out.
Some one less amiable than | suffered
at his hands and—well, that Is enough.
1 hate the dead body she left behind
her, Mr. Carroll.”

The lawyer wiped the con]l molsture
from his brow.

“l think 1 understand,” he said, but
he was filled with wonder, “Extraor-
dinary! Ahem! 1 should say—Ahem!
Dear me! Yes, yes—I've never really
t.houghl of it In that light."

“1 dare gay vou haven't,” she sald,

' lying back in the chalr as If suddenly

| exhausted,

“By the way, my dear, have you
breakfnsted?"

“No. 1 hadn’t given it a4 thought.

Perhaps it would be better if | had
some coffee—"

“1 will ring for a walter,” he sald,
springing to hils feat,

“Not now, please. 1 have a young
friend In the other room—a guest who
arrived last night. She will attend
to it when she awakes. Poor thing, It
has been dreadfully trying for her.”

“Good heaven, 1 should think =0,

sald he, with a glance at the closed
door. “Is she asleep?”
“Yes, [ shall not call her wntll you

have gone."

“May [ inguire—"

“A girl 1 met recently—an English
girl,” sald she succinctly, and forth-
with chianged the subjeet. “There are
a few necessary details that must be
attended to, Mr. Carroll. That is why
1 sent for you at this early hour. Mr.
Leslle Wrandall will take charge—
Ah!" ghe straightened up suddenly.
“What a farce it la going to be!"

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

ACT ON FIRST IMPRESSIONS [ stven o sheat of these noies In pay

Old Adage That “He Who Hesitates
Is Lost,” I8 a Whole Bundle
of Truth,

in a letter to a friend at a groat
moral crisls In his life Darwin ex-
pressed an observation which is mn-'
firmed by general experience. The |
pction which had suggested itself to
him when be first faced the crisis he
had condomned as dishonorable. On
further consideration, when he was
sorely tempted to proceed, he told his
triend of the struggle he was having.
but added, “First impressions are gen-
erally right,” and he proposed to stand
by his first impression that the course
In view would be dishonorable

When s moral question involving
difficulties s put up to a person his
first impression Is on the merits of
the question, without reference fo the
diMeultlies of the course. Later the
diMeculties begin to loom up, and cau-
tion s apt to get the better of the
doubter.

Reflection on n matter of disagree-
able duty often paralyzes actlon, The
adage, “He who hesltates Is lost.” em-
bodies a store of wisdom,

Saylng Came True,

Tha discovery that Scottish bank-
notes have actually been forged with-
in the walls of Peterhond conviet
prison recalls an nmusing incldent.

Unlika ‘the notes of the Bank of
England (which are destroyed as soon
as they find thelr way back to the
bank), notes on Scottlah banks are put

ent of & large amount regarded
tham with horror for a few seconds,
holding them delicately between his
thumb and finger.

“Now," he sald, holding them nt
arm's length, “now I understand the
| meaning of that saying about “flthy
I“mlll

Triumph of Ruassian Art,
Russian art has captured the world,
and today many Influences are accept-
ed from the Slavonlc people. Not In

| opern and dancing nlone, says the Pall

Mall Gazette, do the sublects of the
Tear excel, but long centuries ago the
peasauts in remote and snow-bound
districts had evolved art I|deas for
themselves, and they worked away
quietly during the winter evenings.
Hands, horny with the toll of cultivat-
ing the land, all winter produced mar-
vels of dellcate lace and of wood cary:
ing as fine &8 any weft made on the
plllows during the summer. Recently
the Industries have become known be-
yond the confines of a district that for
seven months In the year holds its folk
snowed up in thelr humble houses

Credulous,

“Yep,” sald Enoch Flint, lounging
comfortably on the poreh of the
Squam Corners grocery, “when 1 was
over to Russetville [ seen u mighty
queer critter that they called a calf,
for want of a better name. Its mother
was a cow, an' It bhad the body an’'
legs of & calf, an' the feot, wings an’
bill of & goose. On Ha head it han
feathers in the place o halr. In thae
duytime n llh 8 ult. an' &
llllht it honksy

It Indicates Fresh Hopes and

Renewed Buoyancy ef
Spirit.

How wonderfully tight the spring
wandordust for the countryside grips
one!

Spring fever, with all of its health-
fulness, 18 the harbinger of fresh
hopes and a buoyancy of spirit.

I noticed a passenger on a
Chicago traln the other day who bad
started out on his trip with the evlk
dent intention of becoming deeply
taken with one of the best sellers,
that he might shorten the trip be
tween the two cities, You have done
the same thing yourself.

But his book had been cast aside.
Hoe bad read only a few pages. His
Interest in it had lagged.

From the ear windows he was connt-
Ing the flelds now bared of snow. The
ditches were carrylng away the water
and tho still less sluggish creeka were
now streams bearing the overfiow to
the rivers. The farmer, In his shirt
sleeves, was repairing the fences after
the winter drifts; the cattle showing
proof of a winter's stabling and now
heading here and there toward the
meadows, seeking the new-green
patches of grass; the farm help, In
fleld and stubble, was putting into
repalr this and that necessary fess
ture, here looking after his plow and
thare his harrow, and on all sides were
scenes which reminded the traveler
that spring was here, at last!

As the train sped onward and
glimpses of the palnter ns he worked
on the weather-beaten bulldings wers
revealed, the Interest of the toorlst
was aroused and, when I asked him
the reason, he answered: “Spring Is
here and 1 feel its blood flowing!"

The truth was, that like many
others, he was planning the work he
wad to do the coming summer. Ile
was going out to the farm—his farm
In Western Canada. He had his wells
to dig, his horses to get Into shape,
Ms grald implements to fix up, his
sead grain to prepare, and other de-
talls for the land that was ready to

raceive 1t. His wans what might be
termed an "anrest"—to get to the
farm!

Thousands in Western Canada' to-
day are making the preparations that
this iInterested man contemplated.
Thelr summer fallows are ready for
the wheat, their spring plowing is
belng attended to, fences are belng
rebulit or belng put into repair; in-
deed, the entlre country s one great
hive of industry.

Rallroads are in readiness to take
care of a great rush of settlers, those
charged with the reception of whom
are prepared to extend every cour-
tesy and thus meet the rush with
judgment and without the least frie-
tlon. Thus, the enjoyment of the
opening of spring {s fully met,

At many of the stations throughout
many of the middle western states,
tralng of settlers’ effects are {3 readl-
ness to move to Western Canada. Not
only in these states are scenes of this
kind to be witnessed, but, also, on
either coant and throughout the east-
ern states there is the same activity
among those going to Western Can-
ada thig spring, The crops have been
heavy and all reports are that tha
winter wans enjoyable; also, that the
prospects for a satisfactory year were
never better. There {a plenty of land
vet to be had by bomesteading or oth-
erwise. Adapted, ns Western Canada
is. to small grain farming, it is eape-
clally adapted to cattle raising and
many of the farmers are placing small
and lar;e herds, as thelr individual
means will permit.

The {illustrated lliterature sent out
by the Canadlan government agents
tells the truth clearly and the lnquirer
should send for a copy and If you be
one of those who has an ambitious
futerest, you may be the galner by
a perusal of such Information—
straight, cold facts In themselves—
Advertisement

Astonishing,
A happlly married woman who had

enjoyed 33 years of conjugal felieity, ,

and who was the grandmother of

three beautiful children, had a jovial-

old colored woman for a cook.

One afternoon, which proved to be
the mistress’ birthday, a beautitul box
of flowers was left for her, when 'the
cook happened to be preseat. Mandy
eyed the beautiful roses longingly.
then said, “Yu husban’ send yo' all
those pretty flowers vo' gita, Missy?"

“Certainly, my husband, Mardy,”
the lady replied proudly.

“Alleluinh!™ exclaimed the cook.
“He suttinly am holdin® out well"—
Lippincott’'s Magazine.

RASH ITCHED AND BURNED

, 400 Bouth Hermltage Ave. Chicago,
IL—"] was attacked with a breaking
out on the inslde of my arma, It was
a small rash or pimples and it itched
and burned, especially at night, so.
that before I knew it 1 had made my-
self sore. 1 had to wear the finest
kind of cotton underwear, no woolen
at all, because the least thing irritat:
ed it and made it much worse. The
rash Itched and smarted untll at tmes
I got no sleep at all

“I had this trouble and took treat.

ments for about one year, but they

only gave me rellef while taking
thom. Then I began using Cutiours
Soap and Olntment snd [ got rellet
right away. In three months 1 was &
well man again” (Signed) H. W.
Foley, Nov. 6, 1912,

Cuticura Soap and Olntment sold

throughout the world. Sample of each

free, with 32-p. Skin Dook, mw

eard “Cuticura, Dept. L, Bosaton."—Adw.

Neo Proof.
“The world is mine oyster.”
“And yet your purse hath. ﬁl
barren bottam.*
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